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Wis Limbs all sorn with Wounds,his Garments roll’d in Blood. 
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he Athenian Mercury: 
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Chriftmais- Lay, 


169 3. 


The Shepherds fing, and fhall I filent be, 
My God! no Hymn for thee? —— Herb. 


PINDARIC. 


And all thote fbort lru’d Dreams below! 
My Saviour calls, and L mutt go ; 
Vain World Farewell, with ail thy glite’ring Toys / 
My Saviour claims my Lyre, and claims my Voice. 
Awake! awake my Lyre? 
To mizbsier things and bolder Notes afpire, — 
And make the Péasms around us | ften and admire! 
Let's trace thole Paths to Glury o're, 


fie of Loves falfe flatt’ring Joys, 


Where Herbert, deareft Herbert went before 5 


O merethan Man! O All-divine ! 


Felus try Majter was, and thou art mine. 
Ssect Tham s adieu, for cho’ thy Banks are fair, 
We mult to Jordan's happier Streams repair : 


To fo-dun's well known Streams, which long 


Sood uift'ning to the Royal Shepherd's Song ; 
As when Heav'ns Voice they thrice before obzy'd, 
And Heaps on Heaps their wond'ring Waters laid. 


2. 


Now let "em gaze! now higher let’em rife, 
And turning every Chriftal Drop to Eyes 


See Davids Mightier Son defcending from the Skys. 


Seehow his Beams dagle the bathful Day ! 
See all the heav’nly People him convey, 


A Cloud ot Stars, like Dut, mark all the flaming way. 


Buc when beiow the Af,on he came, 
She wants the intercepted Sun no more, 
But fhines far brighrer than before, 


Ourhhines the Sun himfelf, with new-refle&ted Flume. 


His glitt’ring Guard, fo he himtelf commands, 
Whote Nod all Nature aws, 

As near our dafty Ball approacht, withdraws, 

And on Heav’ns utmoft Limits waiting {tands. 


3. 
As when fome General, Father of the War, 
Singles his haughty Rebel trom afar, 
e bids his Hoff give back, who prefs in vain, 
nd fhoots himfelf away, acro{s the trembling Plain, 
His Eyes like Lightning his lof Foe confound, 
His Spear like Thunder nails him to the ground ; 
So, fingle comes our Curd, age. to try 
The Force of his once vanquith'd Enezay : 
The Wine-pre(s he alone will tread, 
Difplays a Banner ftrangely red, 
By which Capi*wrty is Captive ted. 
The Banner of the Crofs, in which he knows 
He foon thal! Congu:r al! his Fathers Foes : 
With this on faral Goigotha he ftood, 
Earth's, Heavn’s, and Heil’s united Force he bears, 
Nor ence gives back, nor once De(pzirs, 
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But long he fuffers here, before he clofe 
With Deat’s to fad, fo fad a Scene of Woes 3 
To a mean Cave, Incognito he came, 
And in a Manger Jay, 
( Ah, how unlike the fame ! ) 
Undreffing all his Glories on the Way. 
Where are his Reyal Enfiens gone ? 
The King of Heav’n a mean Mechanick’s Son! 
Where are thote Hands which did the Thunder wield, 
And in the ancient dreadfull Field 
Struck thro proud Lucifer’s feven-plated Shield : 
( Then firft the Rebel did to fear begin ) 
Struck thro’ his Adamantine Arms, and {corch’d his Soul 
Thofe once — redoubted Hands, ( within ? 
See where they're bound with feeble Bands ! 
See where the Infant Hero's forc’d to go 
And feek, by Flight, a fhelter from his Foe, 
A petty Tyrant, whofe weak Rage reftrain’d 
To fcorn'd Fudea’s tcanty Neck of Land. 
_ Tho’ he the fame whote Arms cou’d boaft 
They had quell'd the Prince of all the Airy Hoft. 
Yes, ‘tis the fame, altho’ fo jirange. 
And haidly credible, the Chanze: 
So when a Star fheots glitc’ring trom the Sky, 
In vain we run to mark its Fall, 
But nothing find ar all, 
Or at the moit a trembling Drop defcry. 


5: 

This faw amaz’d the gloomy Prinee of Hell, 

Saw at the Hebrew-Boys command, 
Legions of difcontented Spirits disband, 
And yelling leave each filent Oracle. 

How did he rave, how did he grieve, 

His Iron Teeth all foaming gnafh, 
Whence fudden Lightnings thro’ Hells Horror flaf ; 

His fhaggy fides how does he lafh, 
Encreafing Torments which he wou'd rilieve ? 

“QO Hell! a Boy! he crys: 
** For this did I of old thro’ Chaos climb, 
“ Puth on the eafie Adam's Fate and Crime, 
‘“* As I from Heav’x banith’d from Paradice ? 
“ Nay, higher yet, ot Nobler Wars I boaft, 
“ Where endlefs Fame we won, altho’ the Day was loft. 
—— Thus, might we great with (mall compare, 
Thus huge Goliah fell, and fbook the Plain, " 
Quell’d by the young, the valiant Swain, 
Thus fell Goliah and the War: 
Curfing he fell, and bit the burden’d ground; 
While Blood and Brains and Soul crowd mingled thro’ the. 
1 ( Woynd.. 


O: David's Son! thy calm, thy peacefull Reign 
Yet brighter Triumphs gave : 

The King did the Priefts Office not difd.titty 
Man to inftruét and ble(s, and God to attone again, 

Lefs Noble "tis to Conquer than to fave. 

The Seeds of Fuft, and Good, and True, 
If not all /oft before, 

Known but obfcurely, ev’n to th’ Wife few, 

Thou with a liberal Hand didft to the World reftore. 
Teach ‘em both what they were and ought to be, 
Reftor’d rheir Innocence and Liberty, 

Both God-like Gifts, and worthy Heav'n and Thee. 
Our odious Load of Guilt thy felf didft bear, 
Our heavy razfom paid, 


Thy felf th’ Aronemens made, 
Fhat 


That we might not de/pair. 

O God Incarvate, help! O hear our Prayer ! 

Melt ! even thofe jiubborn Hearts melt down, 
Who fo unbappy aie, they thee defpife, 

Heav'ns and their own wor ft Enemies, 
Who thy obligine Laws and thee difown. 

O thou who giv’ft both Eyes and Light, 
Shine from above, and chate their Hell-born Night 

With-Rezfons dawning Ray,and Faiths tull Noon-day Light. 


Queft. 1. 

We2n'd from the bufie Towns tumultuous Blifs, 
The Countrey yields me Solitude and Peace : 
Freedom from Want my Birth and Fortune gave, 
A few 2004 Books I have, and more may have. 
My Soul at Knowledge gralps with full Defire, 
Ax! jomthing fure of an uncommon Fire 
I j.el within, a move than Mortal Heat, 
Something that whifpers — Study and be great ! 
Bui when fo vaft an Ocean I defery, 

Wher-, as in boundle{s Plains, I lofe my Eye ; 
Wien Learnings Sea fo wide, fo decp /urvey, 
I quiver onthe Shore, and dare not launch away: 
Tes fome {mall part methinks 1 might {ubdue, 
Some Creek or Arm, if I beyond coud view ; 
My little Bark cou’d cruife along the Coaft, 
Tho’ {oon *twoud'be ith’ wild Atlantic loft. 
Be you my Pole-ftar then, fhine bright and clear, 
Direét me for what Port my Courfe to flecr ! 
Say Athens, nor your Courteous Aid refufe ! 
What Point i'th’ glorious Circle fhall I choofe ? 
An{w. 

Firft know thy felf! thus did the Sage advife, 
For he who does not that can ne’re be wife : 
Then thy Creator know, his Works admire, 
And leari thofe Saored Words he did in{pire: 
This Knowledze can alone thy Mind compleat, 
’Twill make thee Good, and then thou may ft be Great. 


Queft. 2. You have on feveral Occafions, and fometimes 
I thick without any, commended Herbert's Poetry, tho’ you 
mig! 2s w.!lin my Otinion, have diretttd your patient Read- 
er t- Route or Sternhold. Among the refi, I remember 
in the Synagogue fome fine Thoughts on Confufion, as he 
very well calis i: 


O how my Mind 
Is gravell’d, 
Not a Thought 
That I can find, 
But’s ravell’d 
All to nought, 
Short Ends of Thred, &e. 


an Whether by bis pretty way of Expreffion the Au- 
thor feems not 10 b.ve been fome Godly Tailor? and whether 
you bave not Notorioufly betray'd your want of Judgment in 
commending fuch S:uff as this to the Perufal of the Reader ? 


Jnfw. Mr. Herbert’s Reputation is fo firm- 
jy and fo juftly eftablifh’d among all Perfons 
of Piety and Ingenuity, his Senfe fo good, and 
molt of his Poctry fo fine, that thofe who 
Cenfure him will be in more danger of having 
their Judgments queftion’d, than fuch as with 
good reafon Admire him. Nor can the Time 
he writ in, when Poetry was not near fo re- 
fin’d as "tis now, be juftly objected againft 
him, fo asto make his Works of {mall or no 
Value, any more than che oddnefs or flutrefs 
oi fome Expreffions and Piirafes, fince fonic. 
thing ofthefe are to be found in all other 
Compofitions that have yet appesr’d in our 
Language; and belides this, they were pro- 
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bably many of ’em made to Tunes, Mr pz 

bert being fo great a Mufitian, wl.ich ey ig 
knows will often weaken the Scnie, Fe = 
Synagogue, all know ’tis nove of bis “a 
there are many fine Thoughts, and . ~ 
few good Lines in’t, Catrying all thro? ap 
Air and Spirit ot great Senfe, Prery ny % 
votion, much more V:luabie than ai] the + 
ifh Wie that has fo ofteu diverted the World 
at fo dear a Rate. -™ 


Adbvertifements, 


His ts to give Notice, that it was defioned thar - 
fons who did not Sub{éribe to the 2d. 24. ana .. 
umes of the French Book of Martyrs é Ppt akta 

the F; maser é rs, Oc ( which «jrh 

© Firft lately Publifht Compleat the Wor) by the » 

of December lalt, fhould have bad any Advantaoe Ky the .. 
pofals made concerning it, but at the Kequeft of ‘on so 
have greatly encoursged.the Work, and who have not Sidieins 

Pleated their Set:s, the Undertaker now gives till the 5 
March for the fending in Sub{crivtions, but after th ME tn 
time willhe eiven, the whole W ork being 30 be de bined ‘ aa 
to the Subcribers by the 251b. of next Mave. Prosy 4) 
be had of the Undertaker Fob Dunion at the Raven in the Pos 
trey, and of moft Bovkiellers both in London and tie phone 

trey. Pan 


Vee 


% Per, 


oF TS True Narrative of the Miraculous Cure of 
_Mrs. $ ivage’s CROOKED HAND will be op. 
ly Publifat by Foon Dunton and Fobn Harris, Attelted 


lL, 
, oy 
er Husband and jeveral others. 


ea True Relation of the wonderful Cure of 

Mary Maillard ( Lame almoft ever fince the 
was born on Sunday the 26th. of Novembet 1653, 
With the Affidavits and Certificates of the Girle ard 
feveral other credible Perfons, who knew her both 
before and fince her being cured. 

To which is added a Letter trom Dr. Welwood to 
the Right Honourable the Lady Mayorefs upon that 
Subjeét. 

Printed for Richard Baldwin near the Oxfords Arms 

in Warwickelane. 


tor the Stomach ; of 4 delicate Flavour, and pleafant bitter- 
: if Tafte : Net Rurging, but Cordial only ; to be drank at any 
aime, ( but efpecially im a Morning ) in any Liquor, 4% Ale, Tet, 
Mum, Cana:y, White-Wine, A Dram of Brandy, &¢. bh mates 
she beft Purl in the World in Ale, and Purl Royal in Sack, and 
in Tea, &c. very pleasant and whollome, giving each of them a fis- 
&rant fmell and tafe, far exceeding i'm! made of Wormwood, which 
( being fo bot and drying ) fpoyls the Sight, dulls the Brain, and 
drys up the Blood : This having the Quintefcence of all the Ingreds- 
ents of the bitter Draught ( fi much in ufe ) in it, with many ather 
excellent Stomachicks and Amiifcorbuticks brought into fo {mall 4 
quantity, as that 30 or 40 Drops is a Dofe s you may make it in an 
inftant your felf, in any of the aforefaid Liquors, bnt White-wine w 
Tea beft, andit much furpaffes the common Bitter Potion in pheafant- 
nefs and virtue : This procures a good Appetite, belps Dig: ftion and 
all Ind: {pofttions of the Stomach, er Sickne{s, Loathing, Naiciou fmefs 
( efpecially after aS urfeit or hard Drinking ) ftrengrhning it wonder- 
fully, expels all Wind, purifies the Blood, and de ftroys the Scurvy 
beyond any Medicine known, with 3 or 4 Virtues more mentioned if 
the Bills fold with it, as its excellent afe for thofe thar Travel by dea 
or Land, &c. 10 which Bills I refery you, to be had Grais a the 
places where ‘tis fold. Price Ore Shilling each Bortle. 

‘Tis Sold by John Dunton at the Raven im the Powtrey 4 
and at thefe Coffee-houles, Viz. Symoncs-Inn im Charcery- 
Lane, at Vigure‘s in the Old Pallace-Yard, Weliminite, Vie 
ctucilmg-Office at Tower-Hill, Man‘s a: Charme Cro'sy F cm 
at Whitechappel, North‘s ix King-{treet by Guild-Hall, Rrenara’s 
at Temple-bar, Smythers i Tlames-fiseet, Wilt: am en 
Garden, Blacketts at Spittie-fields, Wells a? tbe Poftern in i 
dermanbury, John‘s im Fullerfs Rents, Pucreriage®: poe song 
derfgate, Hamet*s on London-bridge, £rown's at Wapping he 
ftuirs, Johnts by the Kings-bench, Smith‘s at Lambeth, by = 
Church, by Mr. W. Collet. Fun. near tbe Hermitage, geo 
nift; Mr. Levinglton, Fruiserer at :be Royal Exchange, Bd 
Tho. Howkins is George-yard in Lombard -lireet 5 pace 
having appoinied bim, only ( befide himself ) 1° Sek it Whole he 
any Ferfon wanting it to Difpofe of or Sell again, may be a 
nifoed, with Allowance for jelling. ‘Tis fold by fome ok 4 
Seller in. moft of tbe Cities, and im many great Towns ™ Engiaie. 


wr : ‘Lixir Magnum Stomachicum : Or, the great Cordial Elixir 
4 


————ae 


"LONDON, Printed for John Runton at the Raven in the Powésrey, 1594- 


